CECCO ANGIOLIERI

XIII. SONNET
Of all lie would do

? I were fire, I'd burn the world away ;
If I were wind, I'd turn my storms thereon;
If I were water, I'd soon let it drown ;
If I were God, I'd sink it from the day ;
If I were Pope, I'd never feel quite gay

Until there was no peace beneath the sun ;

If I were Emperor, what would I have clone ?-
I'd lop men's heads all round in my own way.
If I were Death, I'd look my father up ;
If I were life, I'd run away from him ;

And treat my mother to like calls and runs.
If I were Cecco (and that's all my hope),
I'd pick the nicest girls to suit my whim,
*' And other folk should get the ugly ones.

XVIIL SONNET
Of Becckina, and of her Husband

I WOULD like better in the grace to be

Of the dear mistress whom I bear in mind
(As once I was) than I should like to find

A stream that washed up gold continually :

Because no language could report of me

The joys that round my heart would then be iwin'd
Who now, without her love, do seem resign'd

To death that bends my life to its decree.

And one thing makes the matter still more sad :

For all the while I know the fault's my own,

That on her husband I take no revenge,

Who's worse to her than is to me my dad.

God send grief has not pulled my courage down,
That hearing this I laugh ; for it seems strange.

1 He means, perhaps, that he should be more than ever tormente*
by his creditors.